AMERICANS   ALL

be a Russian named Vassilieff, have bought a lot of
land, including an estate, forming a mutual-aid society
with insurance features, an agriculture colony, a home
for the aged, and other social-welfare features. " Roova"
is a synthetic word like " Socony " or " Nabisco," and is
an outgrowth of social-welfare work of the Russian
Greek Orthodox Church.

The Russians of all complexions were more obliging
than any other foreign-language group I have investi-
gated,  and were eager I  shouldn't miss  anything,
whether it was on their side of the fence or not, so that
after meeting once angry miners,  peasant farmers,
Jewish editors, and garment-workers I found myself in
another world one day, after less than an hour's taxi
ride, seated with the Princess Alexis Obolensky at 55
Park Avenue. She was born Princess Troubetskoi, and
was a very great lady in old Tsarist Russia. Now she
sells quilts, runs a dress-shop, and is still a very great
lady. Large, tall, gracious, and above all a kindly person
radiating kindness, one of the first things she said to
me was, "We really love America, you know. America
is so big and so kind." I couldn't help thinking of the
old Persian proverb, that if a thief rides a stolen camel
to the moon he will find the moon inhabited by thieves,
but that if a saint goes there he'll find it inhabited by
saintly people.  I think, however, there is more to it
than that in the case of Princess Obolensky. When she
and her husband, the Prince Alexis, fled from Russia
with a string of pearls and a Stradivarius they first went
to Paris, They found the French subtle, keenly intelli-
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